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parties so deeply as she is malicious. . . . Foi mine own part, I hope
you do not imagine but I have had-some friends besides poor George
my husband, alas, he knows it, and is content like an honest simple
suffragan, to be corrnal with a number of other good companions,
and I have made many a good man, I mean a man that hath a house-
hold, for the love of me to go home and beat his poor wife, when God
wot I mock him for the money he spent, and he had nothing for his
pence, but the waste bcleavings of others' beastly labours Lawrence,
Lawrence, if concubines could inveigle Solomon, if Delilah could
betray Samson, then wonder not if we, more nice in our wickedness
than a thousand such Delilahs, can seduce poor young novices to their
utter destructions.1
Lawrence admits himself beaten when Nan has finished her
recital:
I confess it Nan, for thou hast told me such wondrous villainies
as I thought never could have been in women, I mean of your pro-
fession, why you are crocodiles when you weep, basilisks when you
smile, serpents when you devise, and the devil's chiefest brokers to
bring the world to destruction. And so Nan let's sit down to our
meat and be merry.
In the supplementary story a courtesan is shown the error of her
ways by a godly young man who, when she has repented, marries
her.2 There is a fine poetical touch in the scene where she takes
him from chamber to chamber, because there is too much light,
and at length brings him to a back loft, " so dark at noonday it was
impossible for any man to see his own hands."
How now sir, quoth I, is not this dark enough ? He sitting him
down on the bedside fetched a deep sigh, and said, indifferent, so so,
but there is a glimpse of light in at the tiles, somebody may by fortune
see us. In faith no, quoth I, none but God. God, says he, why can
God see us here ? Good sir, quoth I, why I hope you are not so simple,
but God's eyes are so clear and penetrating that they can pierce
through walls of brass, and that were we enclosed never so secretly,
yet we are manifestly seen to him.
And alas, quoth he, sweet love, if God see us shall we not be
more ashamed to do such a filthy act before him than before
men ?
1 Disputation (Bodley Head Quartos), pp. 36-38
3 Inset in this is the stoiy borrowed from Gascoigne, see p. 29,

